their way against the ever strengthening wind, that Gavan was nearly
under water, even Little Neva had burst its banks, Exchange Bridge
had fallen down. He had heard about boats down along Palace Quay
and Galernaya Street, but the houses there were of stone, and things
were easier. But Gavan, Ochta, Wiborg Side!

'Have you any gum-boots? No? Well, I might lend you a pair. The
water is not very far from the Mines Institute, and you must stay put
and do your job and not wander anywhere. Korabelnaya Street is a
ghastly sight. The first to be flooded it was, and that in the night. Few
had a chance to get away. We sent lifeboats down, but what good
wasting a lifeboat for a cargo of corpses?' he added grimly. 'The day
will be over in about an hour, and think of that hell in the dark! There
is neither gas nor electricity in the city/

They found the Mines Institute a beleaguered fortress. Water was
already licking the outer walls. The huge gates were reinforced half-
way up with cobbles and hastily improvised sandbags. 'The boys
worked the whole night at them,' explained Nikita. The enormous
courtyard was dotted with bonfires, and the wind sent wild tongues
and pillars of flame in all directions. Banisters, window frames, doors,
and panelling, anything at all served for fuel, and everywhere were
huddled groups of refugees, rag-wrapped and shivering. Three of the
big lecture halls, Nikita said, were turned into kitchens.
'Keep the fires going,* rang the order.

Fires indeed had to be kept going. There was no oil for lamps. There
were not enough candles to go round. There was no other means of
lighting at all. But the outdoor fires were hard to start and harder still
to keep going because of the wind. They were dangerous, too, since
tongues of flame would shoot upwards, then veer in another direction,
zigzag, spiral, and sparks flew here and there.

'Not enough candles to go round,' said Nikita.' There was not
enough of anything to go round. Frossia knew it as soon as her eyes
had taken in the wild, turmoiled scene. A single ragged blanket must
be adequate to cover four cold and possibly soaked human bodies. Of
course it was not enough, and all were shivering. Children were crying,
men flung ugly oaths at whatever came in their way. Most of the
women kept quiet. And, plunging deeper into the yard, Frossia heard
one or two of them attempt to croon a lullaby.

In a hall an enormous cauldron stood bubbling and steaming on an
improvised iron stove. Two thin white-kerchiefed women, in men's
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